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regarded the Army as a bit of a joke and secretly felt
like imposters when beribboned Rifle Brigade
sergeant-majors saluted us in the streets of Win-
chester, By bookish standards we were a surprisingly
intelligent lot for an officers' mess, Fortescue had
just got his First in Greats at Oxford, Pirie and I
already had our Firsts in Mods, Bobbie Durnford had
left Eton that July with a scholarship at King's,
Scott-Stokes, who was at Winchester till we sailed,
had got a New College scholarship, two of the older
officers were on the staff of a Training College, and
three others were masters at a famous preparatory
school outside Winchester, We drilled on Castle
Square and marched about the Hampshire lanes and
got up shivering at six in the morning to be instructed
by the Colonel, who, curiously enough, was a clergy-
man, in ceremonial sword drill. And I bought a
motor-cycle and boxed with the men in my platoon.
And in November they asked us to volunteer for
India* By finishing our training out there, we
should release a regular battalion for France, it was
explained. Almost three quarters of the officers
and half the men volunteered. The blanks were
hurriedly filled up by a recruiting march and a
draft from another battalion. We thus became more
unmilitary than ever- When we sailed, about a
third of the men had never handled a rifle,

I spent my last days before sailing in our Hamp-
shire home, I had crocked the game knee I was
always crocking at that time, had got water on it
and had been given leave. I had now begun to dread
leaving very much indeed* I have always had a
complex about going away from home. Going